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PUBLIC 
RELATIONS 

PAY OFF 


O NE OF THE sinartejjC guys in the 
woman business was a fellow by 
the name of Casanova. 

This is a guy who knocked off so 
many dames that he was ablle to fill 
volumnes with stories of his con¬ 
quests. 

The reason he was su successful 
w'as that he let the dames read his 
stuff. 

In other words, Casanova was his 
own press agent, one of the first 
to come over the pike. 

Have you ever noticed the way 
women re-act to a guy who has a 
reputation as being a lady-killer,^ 
rhey sniff and they snort and they 
make indignant remarks like, "Hmi, 
what's so hot about him —suppose 
he u handsome, he's just a big show 
off —why ril bet that if a girl 
were to make up to him, he'd run 
u mile. He’d better not get fresh 
with me because - . 

And so on, and so on. They keep 
talking about him all night long. 


The answer is, they can't get him 
out of their minds. 

Now here's the question: how' did 
this guy get his reputation as being 
a lady killer? He got it by discreet 
advertising, that's how. 

And the worse his reputation be¬ 
comes, the more the women run 
after him until finally, he has to get 
an unlisted j^hone number in order 
to get any sleep. 

Did you say —"It should happen 
to me"? Well, it can. 

One of the first rules in being 
your own press agent is to let other 
people do your advertising for you. 
Never, Never, shoot off your own 
bazoo. 

There is nothing that scares the 
women off quicker than know'ing 
that anything they do with a guy 
wdll be broadcast by that guy in the 
next 24 hours. A man with a big 
mouth might just as well be dead. 

But you don't have to have a big 
mouth to advertise. You simply 


have to be smart. 

One of the first steps to take in 
this direction is to get yourself in¬ 
volved with someone who is an 
easy conquest. 

We are not now talking about the 
girl who gives if all to her friends 
and w'ho has no enemies. We are 
talking about the plain girl, the 
overlooked girl, the girl everybody 
ignores. 

She is just dying to give it away. 
Let her. Naturally, you are a gentle- 
man. Naturally, you keep your 
mouth shut because you don't want 
to be known as a big mouth. 

But this girl will be your mouth¬ 
piece. After all, she doesn't have a 
man very long or very often. Her 
pride and contentment wdll make her 
w'ant to tell her friends. She’ll blush 
and she’ll be coy, but she'll let them 
know' darned soon that you are a 
ring tailed w'onder. 

As soon as the snowball starts 
Coiithwed on next page 














rolling, proceed to your next selec¬ 
tion and make sure she is of a sim¬ 
ilar order. 

These girls will do your public 
relations for you. And what's more, 
being grateful for attention, they 

will give you a big build up, even if 
you are a dud. 

Be \ery sure that in the early 
stages of your campaign you don't 
set your sights on anything that is 
likely to be a shut out. 

Don't aim for the village belle or 
the campus queen or the local 
femme fatale. Not yet, anyway. She 
can't afford to take on anybody un¬ 
less she is sure he can do her some 
good. Also, she gets so much atten¬ 
tion that you're going to have to be 
extra special to wdn her favors. 

But if you proceed along the lines 
w^eVe suggested, you eventually^ will 
seem extra special to her and you 
won't even have to push. All you'll 
have to do is lean backward and 
she'll fall. 

The second aspect of this program 
is coolness. That is, you turn on the 
lieat when you are in the company 
of your girl chum. Never mind that 
she is slightly overweight and she 
stutters. Any port in a storm. And 
for the time being, you are working 
on building a reputation. Make sure 
that she has something to talk about. 

It shouldn't take too long before 
you begin sensing a change in the 
female climate around you. 

Certain girls who never gave you 
a tumble before will start looking 
your w'ay. Some of them will have 
that unmistakable *1 will" look in 
their eye. Others will be distinctly 
hostile. ^ 

Don't be fooled by that hostility, 
but don't try to do anything about 
it, just yet. Concentrate on the ones 
whose expression says j'es. 

Little by little you will find that 
the grade of ore you are mining gets 
brighter and better. 

By this time, the campus queen 
and the femme fatale and the vil¬ 
lage belle are looking your w'ay too. 
Ignore them. 

You can afford to. You're busy 
with the lesser lights. Handle them 
Coutifined on tiesf 
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Public relations 
in the bathtub 
is a new gim¬ 
mick, you 
must ad- 












with care, remember — you're on a 
publicity campaign. Incidentally» 
you're also beginning to enjoy a 
pretty active and satisfactory love 
life, 

it is about this time that ,y'oa can 
afford to knock off a few of the 
star attractions. Play it very cool 
and play it very straight 

Find some excuse, some ''acci¬ 
dent” to get alone with Linda, the 
one who's been giving you the cold 
shoulder and the glassy eye. 

Turn on the charm* Show her that 
you really aren't a wolf, just a regu¬ 


lar fellow* This is w^hat we fneanl 
before by ''don't push and she^l fall 

on her face*” - ^ 

4 ' : 

She was all primed to ham your 
guts* She thought you were |a big 
wind bag and a lady killer lind it 
show off and all the other mings,> 
and what's more, she's mad because 
you're the only guy in town who 
hasn't given her a tumble* 

When she finds out that you 
aren't the big rascal she thought you 
were, she will do your w^ooing for 
you* In fact, .she will practically leap 
into your arms. 


Linda, naturally, is too proud to 
tilk, but by this time, she doesn't 
have to* Everybody knows your 
reputation. Everybody know^s that a 
gorgeous gal like Linda wouldn't be 
seen with a bum. 

From that point on, pal, you are 
in line for the finest rewards on 
earth. Remember, play it cool, keep 
your mouth shut and your eyes 
peeled* 

And remember to get an unlisted 
phone number* With all your activ¬ 
ity, you're going to need some sleep. 









A press agent’s job is to 
get his client’s pix into 
the papers - tough job, no? 


Our friend is planning her 
next campaign; it’ll be a 
hit at every box office. 



c ^ 
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Watch the girls as they file inuj 
the office in the morning. The one 
with the big breasts, the one who 
bounces when she walks, gets all the 
male attention. 

No matter that she is a deadbeat 
or has a husband w'ho is a judo 
champ. Most men think that just be¬ 
cause she's toting a pair of out* 
sized biscuits that she is a sex bomb 
on the make. 

This is just as ridiculous as buy¬ 
ing a raffle ticket and then borrow'- 
ing a wad of dough w'hich you will 
pay back as soon as you win, 

le is more than ridiculous. It is 
damned unfair to slim girls. There 
are hundreds of thousands of wom¬ 
en, millions of women, in fact, 
whose figures do not come anyw'here 
near to the boom or bust propor¬ 
tions demanded by our movie mak¬ 
ers and wished-for by ourselves. 



SLIM GIRLS MAY HAVE LESS BOUNCE 
BUT THEY HAVE A BETTER BEAT 


S ometimes it appears that the 
United States is the target for 
all the big-bosomed broads in the 
w'hoie w'orld. 

They all come here: Loilabrigida, 
Loren, Diana Dors, Sabrina, Meg 
Myles, to name a few. Then, of 
course, we have our local variety. 

There isn't a girl in the nation 
with a .^8-C who doesn't regard her¬ 
self as a candidate for stardom. 
Press agents don't require anything 
of a girl, these days, but a phone 
number and a big bust. Whether she 
can sing, dance, act, play the saxo¬ 
phone doesn't matter. 

What matters is — her bazooni. 
This makes it mighty tough on 
slim girls — though it could be easy 
for you. 

This isn't merely a matter of ctne- 
maric taste — it reflects national 
taste as well. 


Yet, these women are willing, 
eager, grateful. They are fojced to 
adopt subterfuges, foam rubber 
pads, vvired-up bras, just to appear 
as something they ain’t. 

When, in fact, what they are is 
already good enough. 

What really makes a woman beau¬ 
tiful in the long run, is her propor¬ 
tions. This is true of a slim girl as 
well as an outsized girl. The various 
measurements of her body should be 
in harmonious relation to each other. 
If they are, you have a beautiful 
w oman, a woman w ho remains beau¬ 
tiful long after the big boob gals 
have begun to sag. 

But there's another aspect of this 
situation that can be i)f great im¬ 
portance to the male on the make. 

It is simply that slim girls don't 
get the kind of attention they de- 
Continued on next poge 








serve. When they do get it, they 
pay off. 

You may have noticed that the 
office typing pool contains, among 
other fillies, a shy, dark haired lass 


in front of you because most men 
are so busy giving the bouncy girls 
the eye, that this little charmer feels 
left out of things. 

It's high time you stopped leaving 



come a reality. 

What's more, it can be the most 
enjoyable reality you've ever known* 
This slim little creature is lithe 
and smooth and sensuous. She 



who has a tiny waist, delicate hands 
and feet, and a small, though perky- 
bust* She also has a little derriere 
that looks as if it has been sculpted 
by a master. 

You notice all of this if you 
bother to look* She won't thrust it 


her out. 

First time you talk to her, you 
will discover an eagerness, a friend¬ 
liness that can't help but reveal 
promise of better things to come. 
And if you pursue the matter a 
little further, that promise will be- 


moves like a cross between a wildcat 
and a deer. She is quick, sensitive, 
responsive, and what is more, she is 
warm — far warmer than you had 
ever known a woman to be. 

There are two reasons for this: 
one is that her own body makeup, 








Low-cal refers only to hei 
intake. Her output of cal¬ 
ories is hiqh, wide and hot 


the same system that keeps her from 
putting on a load of beef, also keeps 
her responses lightning fast. You 
will find that her nerves are alert 
and tingling. 

Once she is aroused, she blazes 
like an incandescent lamp. And what 
is more, because of this vibrant en¬ 
ergy, she isn't quick to subside. 

The second reason for her warmth, 
is, of course, her gratitude. She 
wants to be a woman, she a 
woman, by George, and she enjoys 
being created as one. 

She knows she has a beautiful 
body and she wants someone to ap¬ 
preciate it* If you have any eye for a 
woman at all, you will discover that 
this isn't hard. 

We could go on listing the ad¬ 
vantages of slim girls over big girls 
— they are neater, they are quicker, 
warmer, they don't hit as hard, they 
are more active, more lively, and 
much easier to hold on your lap* 

Finally, there is one more ad¬ 
vantage, which, in these days of in¬ 
flation and high taxation, shouldn’t 
be overlooked* One of the best 
things about slim girls is — they are 
much cheaper to feed. ^ % 0 
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By Cimries AiafKenzk 
ROM FIRE islanjj to Laguna, and 
from Maimi Beach to Puget 
Sound, there's only one consuitiing 
passion in the hearts of fun-loving 
American men and women these 
days: lets go out to the beach! 
There, with a tall surf pounding up 
a storm, and enough sand to supply 
hour-glass' manufacturers for a life- 
time, one can find escape from the 
hum drum, from the jangling in¬ 
fluences of urban life. 

And, with a little imagination and 
energy ,one can find other things at 
the beach. One can find romance. 
The wonderful part of love at the 
beach is that you need nothing more 
than what you find there naturally: 
the sand, the solitude and the pul¬ 
sating surf. No need for fancy dress; 
a bathing suit will do nicely. No 
need for such civilized cappings as 
television or hi-fi; the picture of cir¬ 
cling gulls against the wdiite fluff 
of cotton clouds, and the sounds of 
w^ind-driven waters nuzzling the 
shore are plenty for anyone. 


What possibly makes the sea¬ 
shore the wonderiul spawning 
ground it is for love is the inevitable 
broad, white beach sloping down to- 
w-ard the water. The beach seems to 
in%dte relaxation. It seems made for 
lying down on. And if you take a 
girl to the beach on n date, it's 
better than even money that (1) 
she’ll lie down without being asked, 
Confhmed on Next ffage 
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Rule 2: Choshig (he beach. If you 
are out for an afternoon of exer¬ 
cise and sun, then it doesn't make 
much difference where along Ameri- 
ca*s three thousand miles of beach¬ 
front you go. HoT?\Tver, if you have 
other things in mind—like seduction 
—you’ll want a modicum of privacy. 
Find yourself a small, intimate 
strand with at least a couple of 
square yards of sand to lie upon. 
This is a must* 

Rule 3* Choosing the time. De¬ 
spite the health-giving qualities of 
sunshine, there are advantages to 
moon-glow, so try to time your ar¬ 
rival at the shore with the low'ering 
of the sun—say, about 4 o’clock in 
the afternoon* It'll take about two 
—4loprs to oil your girl to the point 
^ of operation, and by that dme 
have a radiant sunset to 
Took at*^hen comes darkness, and 
then com* the real fun of a day at 

3 !ach, Vhich is described below'. 

six I’clock in the evening, 
the sill is beginning to low'er, 

; a p*ise in the days occupa- 
bai^s 1 now'n as thd lover's hour* 
w ell, ^ha/time has arrived and you 
ha%-e p^umably been keeping the 
marti^ and the conversation fiow'- 
You are lying there, side-by- 
the cooling sands^ luxuriate 
_ing i n breeze that now' 

w*aifs in off uT^ocean. 

All afterrioon—for about 
two months now—yq^^ been ad¬ 
miring that I-formed 

territory top her swim- 

mkTKrtne liesAere now, you can 
hardly resist ^prcbfgg^across the 
narrow spacebar jkpd^is^;p*r^nd 
touching th^. 

\ yet. \nsj0R, you re:^fh ai^^/un 
yourSi'and along jrfie line qf^^msoft 
bloij^e hair* Shi murniutfr"s/Some- 
^h^g sleepily anA tuxiis^over, to- 
j^^ard you, and smiles, 
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You smilQ bactf. You go to 
other extreme and begin nuzzlin^^^ 
her toes with your foot. She is a 
mite tickfish, and this begins to get 
her juices flowing. You slip a knee 
in between her kneeSj then drop 
your arm down around her waist. 

She moves toward you tenderly. The 
space betw^een you disappeafs, and 
you kiss. She makes it clear that this^-,^ 
is what’s been on her mind all after-^/^ 
noon^ or at least since that last ma J 
tint, I 

Now you are confronted with an \ 
ultimate problem for all beach-go¬ 
ers. That is, how' to overcome the 
abrasive quality of the sand you. lie 
upon, or—‘lacking that—how' to ig¬ 
nore it. Better you should not try to 
ignore it, however, unless you are 
a practictioner of Yoga and are^^ 
to self-flaggeladon. And evert 
you are, your girl probably is iid\X 
and will raise holly hell until yoirA 
find someplace else. « 

If your car has a removable back^ 
seat, you can drag that dow^n to th^ 
seaside, but that can be trouble when q 
you have to leave in a hurry. There 
are, at this moment, 520 convertibles • 
without rear seats in the twenty 
coastal states of the U,S, To avoidO 
getting into the same predicament, 
we recommend an oilcloth or con* 

^as to spread over the sand. It's ^ 
ever so much more comfortable. 

As the cool darkness falls over^a /) 
sand, there you are, locked in / 

other’s arms with the sound o^hey 
surf and the night birds in yourt 
ears, the warm, contoured sand be- 
neath you, and the entire evening to ^ 
look forward to. Your girl, de¬ 
lighted and gratified at your con* ^ 
sideration and thoughtfulness, is a^ 
willing and expert partner in the 
night’s adventure. 

And if you’re really a beach bug, ^ 
there's always the ocean nearby } ? 


“First time I’ve ever had 
goose or swan on my heai 
Those silly photographers 
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By Li4(lwig Faiereli 

M anv men have discovered the 
dismal—and costly—truth that, 
you can pour gallons of hootch into 
some women and ct>me out with 
nothing more exciting than a hang¬ 
over and an empty bank account* 
There was a time, not so long ago, 
when the woman who "drank"' was 
considered a sinner, a fallen woman, 
beyond all hope of redemption. 
What's jnore, it was true. It w^as 
true because women themselves be¬ 
lieved it to be true. Thus, a %voman 
who w'anted an excuse to succumb — 
and %vhat woman doesn’t — would 
allow herself to get good and soused 
and, incidentally—made. 

Thereafter, she had a ready-made 
excuse every time the urge was upon 
her. All she had to dcj w'as hoist her 
glass and it was a signal she w^as 
ready to hoist her skirt. 

Well, that’s the way it used to 
was, but ain’t no more. Nowadays 
it is not considered sinful for a 
woman to drink. In fact, she is con¬ 
sidered a trifle odd if she doesn't. 

This means that the old psycho¬ 
logical tie-in between drinking and 
sex, is gone. But not forgotten. 

To a certain extent, of course, the 
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connection stili remains. That is^ if 
a woman wants to succumb, she will 
frequently allow herself to be well 
drenched in alcohol before doing it. 
But just as often she will siiccumb 
without drink. 

Or, conversely, she will drink you 
under the table — and when you 
both get there, she'll stiff-arm you 
if you so much as lay a hand on 
her knee. 

Thus, it begins to appear that al¬ 
though the old tie-in between drink 
and sex is gone, there is still some 
connection. 

It is no longer direct and obvious, 
no longer a sure thing. It has be¬ 
come subtle, just as women them¬ 
selves have become subtle. And it 
demands a somew'hat new approach. 

Nowadays, if a man is out to 
score with a new girl on a date, and 
if he tries systematically, in the old 
fashioned %vay, to load her with 
booze, she will sit there and laugh 
herself sick^—behind politely smil¬ 
ing eyes. 

By pursuing this old-fashioned 
method the man tips his hand and 
also, shows himself to be so nervous 
about the whole procedure that he'll 
resort to the most outrageous means. 

This just gives a girl a case of the 
horse laughs. Now' — note — we're 
not saying she won't e^er succumb 
in the face of this kind of an at-, 
tack. Maybe she will. But only she 
wants to. In other words, she is do¬ 
ing the deciding, and you happen to 
be incidental to her wishes. 

Most men are unwilling to settle 
for so passive a rule. And %ve don't 
blame them. Most men want to be 
in the driver's seat. And here's one 
way of doing it. 

Admitting that liquor has become 
a social convention, admitting that 
women drink, admitting that a 
woman who drinks is no better or 
worse than a w^nnan who doesn't, 
you proceed from there. 

The thing to do is to get her 
loaded in a spec/al way. That word 
special is important. Make her feel 
special, make her feel different and 
above all, don't make her feel as if 
you're trying to get her loaded. 

Continued on next page 


Picture of a brandied peach 
about to burst into a jet 
of crackling blue flames. 





If this sounds a little contradict¬ 
ory, we'll explain. 

Supposing you take her to dinner. 
Naturally, you have a couple of 
drinks first. Ok, under the old sys¬ 
tem, you tried to pour a lot of 
hootch into her before dinner, then 
you fed her wine after dinner, then 
more hootch. Finally, she either 
passed out or asked to be taken 
home. 

In either event, you got nowhere. 



ii 

is to say, "Let's not drink too much 
before dinner. The food is good 
here and they serve an excellent 
wine,” 

This really throws her a double 
curve. Not only are you not trying 
to get her sozzled, you are also 
show'ing her that you think she is 
special enough to receive this atten¬ 
tion. 

All right, so far. It is after dinner 
that your tactics begin to pay off. 



Now, under the tww system, you 
go very, very, very slow with the 
licjuor. You suggest an aperitif be¬ 
fore dinner, not a block-buster mar* 
tini. 

She may not accept your sugges¬ 
tion. She might want a martini after 
all. But one thing she hasn't over¬ 
looked, not for a moment —- is that 
youTe not trying to ply her with 
drink. 

In fact, one of your best gambits 



You will notice that, if she has not 
had much to drink before dinner, 
and only wine with dinner that 
when the meal is over, she is still 
light-hearted, clear-headed and gay. 

This is the best thing that can 
happen to you. It means her guard 
is way down. She isn’t mumbling 
about the need for fresh air. She 
isn’t sitting tensely, quivering in 
every muscle, waiting for you to 
make a pass which w'lll give her an 
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excuse to go home and get over her 
cargo of booze. 

Far from it, She*s delighted by a 
fine meal, feeling protected and 
valued and perfectly willing—w'hen 
you launch your torpedo — to go 
along for the ride. Your torpedo, 
of course, is the suggestion, *'Why 
don't we go over to my place and 
sample a few choice brandies?'* 

Of course she'll say yes. By this 
time you have established yourself 
as a man of taste and discrimination. 
You pick and choose your food, 
your wines, and indirectly, she is 
flattered, because it suggests that you 
pick and choose your women. She 
feels like an individual, not jusf a 
target for tonight. 

Yes, she*d love tCH^and from this 
point on, you're in. Or, almost in. 



Don't forget, you've got to keep 
1 up this role of the thoughtful, dis¬ 

criminating male. Keep your little 
taddy-paw's to yourself. Keep a light 
hand on that brandy bottle. Don't 
push. Let the liquor do its work. 
That, and her female psychology. 
And don't worry about a thing. 
Sure the clock is ticking along and 
■ youTe getting impatient. But she is 

getting ripe and mellow', ready for 
the plucking. Little by little, the 
brandy creeps up on her, the stim¬ 
ulant warming her blood and bring¬ 
ing sparks to her eyes. 

She doesn't realize it, but she is 
getting loaded, and w'hat's more, 
she is willing and eager to join you 
in the thing you both want. As her 
temperature rises, move in—and en¬ 
joy the sweetness of a w^ell-brandied 
peach. • • • 
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Often Is An Obstacle Course 
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T he OLi> ADAGEj ''keep her barefoot 
in the wintertime and pregnant 
in the symmertime/' is a formula 
that is supposed to keep women out 
of trouble. 

U is a good formula. 

It can also work the other way. 
'rhat is, it can, if used correctly, 
work to keep men in trouble, or 
more precisely, to increase a man's 
love score. 

Of course, what ^ve’re referring 
to in this generalised w^ay, is a pro¬ 
gram of health activities and ath¬ 
letics that will take a man into areas 
which he has, up to now', neglected. 

One of the biggest fallacies of our 
time is that athletic women are 
frigid, that they are passionless, that 
they have no interest in the gentle 
sports like boudoir basketball or 
mattress hockey. 

This is utter nonsense and was in¬ 
vented by their powder puff sisters 
to keep male attention fixed on 
them. 

The fact is, as any psychologist 
can tell you, that women are fre¬ 
quently subject to the same power¬ 
ful sex urges as men. Not only that, 
but in some females this urge is so 
strong that it can only be satisfied 
by violent physical exertion. 

Now there are tw'o w'uys of per¬ 
forming this physical exertion. One 
of them, if engaged in sufficiently, 
will ruin a girPs reputation from 
here to the Ketchican Peninsula. 
The other way is to play tennis. 

You'd be amazed to discover how 
many lithe, muscular, firm breasted, 
strong thighed women, the women 
you see doing calisthenics in a gym 
or playing golf, riding, swimming 
— you’d be amazed to discover how 
many of these females are working 
ofl excess energy in a way that w ill 
keep them reasonably happy and 
free of social stigma. 

A woman's position is, in most 
places in this country, far different 
from a man's. Everybody expects a 
man to go tomcatting or bird-dog¬ 
ging around. 

People deplore it in pious conver¬ 
sation, but everybody feels that this 
is a man’s basic right. 




II 


This same right is denied to a 
woman. She is supposed to have no 
urges, or, if she does have them. ■ 
she is supposed to keep them in 
check until the preacher says “go." 
And even then, if she has an eye 
for the boys after marriage, she is 
supposed to keep her eyes on her 
plate. Censure is tough on a mar¬ 
ried woman who strays from the 
primrose path. 

And all of this brings us to the 
point. The primrose path is actually 
. a cinder path, a swimming lane, a 
a bowling alley — far more often 
than you'd think, 

Let's suppose that you've been 
wanting to play potsie with that 
lovely creature who ahvays smiles 
at you on the 8:30 bus. You've 
watched her for months, have ex¬ 
changed a few pleasantries atn^ut the 
weather, etc. The situation is ripe 
but you haven't done anything about 
ic. 

One of the things that causes you 
to hesitate is that she is always 
getting on the bus with a new arm¬ 
load of athletic equipment or a new^ 
case of sunburn. 

You say to yourself, any dame 
who goes skiing or bike riding as 
w ho plays tennis, etc., as Jiiuch as 
this girl, just isn’t the type to settle 
down to a couple of fast rounds on 
the hearth rug. 

But let’s say that her smiles are 
so warm and encouraging that you 
don't believe your own thoughts. 
You finally get up enough gump¬ 
tion — and enough sense — to in¬ 
vite her along ott a hiking trip. 

She'd love to! She's been dying 
to get out in the country, how 
sweet of you to ask. 

Well, you're in for it now* You 
have plenty of misgivings as you 
think of her forging along the 
highw'ay with a twenty pound pack 
on her back, your eyes on her at¬ 
tractive rear end until it becomes 
Conthmed on next page 






We always say you 
tell a girl has 
talent if she 
doesn't use 
bongo’s. 







lost in the clistimce. 

WelJt the diiy comes and you 
both set out fur a rumble in the 
country, 

Letitiu, you discover^ looks better 
in the day time than most girls, be¬ 
cause with a little lipstick and no 
other makeup, you can actually see 
the color of her own skin. It is a 
tawny gold. 

There’s nothing w^rung with the 
thighs and buttocks encased in those 
tight blue jeans, you notice, and the 
curve of her breast in her faded 
shirt, keeps you from looking at the 
autumn leaves. 

At last the time comes fur a pic¬ 
nic lunch. Unlike most other girls 
who would be nervous about sitting 
on an ant, Letitia sprawls full length 
under a bright tnaple tree and 
stretches like a healthy young ani¬ 
mal. 

She unbuttons a couple of buttons 
on her shirt so that the breeze can 
caress her velvety skin and you find 
yourself choking on your peanut 
butter sandwiches as you gaze at the 
beautiful hills — nut those on the 
horizon, the ones quivering so close 
to your hand. 

She is up in a flash, patting you 
on the back, her arm around you 
as you regain your breath. 

As long as you’re in that position, 
you might as well not waste it. 
Lunch, after all, can always wait. 

You return her embrace and find 
that I^etitia is returning to the hor* 
izoiml again, and what’s more, you 
are joining her. What’s more, you 
are finding this the firmest, warm¬ 
est, most responsive little hiking 
companion you have ever kno%vn. 

As you proceed in your discover¬ 
ies of Letitia, you are further over¬ 
joyed to learn that her contotflr^-^re 
firm and powerful. The flesh is 
cool and resilient, the skin is apricot- 
smooth. Her hungry mouth is de¬ 
vouring yours and those strong mus¬ 
cled thighs are pressing against your 
own. 

Naturally it takes quite a while 
before either of you find it neces- 
sAty to speak, but when you do, you 
confess your amazement. 

■'Baby,'’ you say, "1 sure had you 


figured wrong. I just didn’t think 
an outdoor type girl like you would 
er, um, care for this sort of thing.” 

”Silly,” she answers, "but 1 must 
admit that I didn't think you’d be so 
er, ub, active, either, 1 had you 
figured for a son of, well, you 
know', strictly an indoor type. Wow I 
Was I wrong.” 

”1 guess,” you admit, ”we were 
both wrong about each other." 

"1 guess so,” she agrees. ”And 
now that we*ve seen what it’s like 


outdoors, 1 can’t wait until we get 
indoors, can you? How' did you 
know' this was my favorite sport?” 






Don’t worry, it won’t slip. The top half is painted on 
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aren*t in any condition to benefit 
from your female attendant. 

Also, if you don't know her very 
well, she will be shy about treating 
you in the intimacy of your bed¬ 
room. 

Short of turning green and get¬ 
ting deathly ill, however, there are 
other devices by which you can 
arouse a female's passion for nurs¬ 
ing. 

There is, for example, the trick 
knee. You know , the knee that goes 
out of whack when you are within 
falling distance of a couch. 

Be darned sure, however, that 
you are in a position to be able to 
switch the light off. It will come 
in handy later on. And it w'ould 
spoil everything if you leaped to 
your feet just when you w^ere sup¬ 
posed to be crippled- 

There are other ailments that can 
suddenly befall you and work to 
your advantage: a headache, a pain 
in the back, an inexplicable urge to 
lie down to avoid dizzyness. 


All of these things will cause the 
woman in your company to rush 
around madly hunting for aspirin, 
ice packs, Hnament, etc. 

Let her. She won't do you any 
good with this junk — especially if 
you are suffering from an imagin¬ 
ary ill. On the other hand, you've 
got to allow her nursing instincts to 
have full play. 

It is hier, w hen you are beginning 
to feel betU^Tf w'hen, thanks to her 
you are sure youil live again, that 
you make your move. 

By this time, of course, a bund of 
intimacy has grow^ up between you. 

She has rubbed you here and 
here and here. And she can't pos¬ 
sibly mind if you do a little rubbing 
back. In fact, she'll kind of like it, 
because whether she know's it or 
not, it is flattery to know' that she's 
nursed you back to such brimming 
good health. 

Needless to say, you have to stage 
your illnesses at the proper times. 
It w'on't do to get sick at the office 


picnic because there are too many 
people there and in no time, theyil 
organize a deputation to get you 
home and leave you there. 

On the other hand, if you are very 
sure you can count on her, you 
might whisper confidentially, *'Dru- 
silla, I hate to be a wet blanket in 
the middle of the office picnic and 
all, but I think Tm coming down 
with a mild attack of recurrent 
fever. The war and all—you know'/* 
Chances are nine out of ten that 
Drusilla's eyes wdll open wide and 
that she'll say something soppy like, 
"Oh, you poor lamb. You ought to 
be at home.” 

"Well,” you murmur, "I don't 
want to make a scene. You know% 
it's sort of embarrassing. Perhaps 
you could sort of help me to the 
car. I -1 think I can drive — I'm 
pretty s-sure 1 can see the road,” 
That's all Drusilla needs. She's 
your protectoress now'. She'll whisk 
you out of there and drive you home. 
You let her know, of course, that 





nasty old pain will go away/" 

Well, friend, there you are. Think 
of it. You are on DrusLlla"s couch. 
The shades are down. Her room¬ 
mate is away at the office picnic. 
Her sympathy is thoroughly aroused 
and what’s more, she has become in¬ 
timate with you and your problems. 

If your behavior becomes a bit 
too wild for Drusilla, she can al¬ 
ways excuse it to herself on the 
grounds that you were feverish. But 
that’s after the faa. In the mean¬ 
time, she's putty in your hands. 

She wanted to play nurse, didn't 
she? Ok, you're the doctor* Now 
the rest is up to you. # # 9 



it's a bad idea for you to be alone. 
Naturally, she drapes you on her 
couch. She feeds you aspirin. She 
gets you a cool drink. She pulls 
down the shades and throws a blan¬ 
ket over your feet. 

"Is there anything else I can do 
for you, Charley?" she asks. 

"Y-yes, if you wouldn't mind — 
I hate to ask you this — but do you 
think you could massage my shoul¬ 
ders—the tension—and I—uh . , 

"Why, Charley, of course! Now 
you just turn over. You poor thing. 
You need someone to look after 
you. This is just awful. Now you be 
quiet and let me rub you and the 
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B y Do met/il k Seraglio 

i^AN js A gregarious animal, it says 
■ ■ in the books. He likes company, 
he travels in herds. 

Generally speaking, this is true. 
iVIost of us like conipany, the more 
the merrier. We all like getting to¬ 
gether with the gang, having a good 
time. 

There's one point in the festivh 
ties, however, when it is best to be 
by yourself. Well, that is, almost by 
yourself. 

When you and your lady love 
liave reached the moment of su¬ 
preme understanding, it is rime to 
get away from the mob. 

We all know this too. And yet, 
how often do w'e get ourselves tan¬ 
gled up with other people, just at 
the wrong lime? 

The most frequent stumbling 
block in this connection, is that 
deepest of all social traps, the dou¬ 
ble date. This is the thing to be 
avoided w'ith the same care that 


you’d exercise in avoiding poison 
ivy. Both limit your sex life. 

It is perfectly true that w'omen 
are the worst offenders in this w^ay. 
This is especially true of young 
women. Girls under 21 frequently 
persuade their friends that it would 
be '‘such fun" to go out with Midge 
and Charley. 'Honestlv, Midge is a 
scream 

Sound familiar? Heard it before? 
How about this? , . . "Gosh, Joey, 
it’s no fun going dancing just by 
ourselves, w'hy don't we get another 
couple to go with us? Now, my 
friend Ruthie is a gorgeous girl with 
a wonderful personality and if you 
could just bring along another 
boy . , 

Or, how' about this? "But don't 
} ou see, Harold, it would be cheaper 
if we took another couple along. 
I'll bet your friend, Eddie, would 
love to bring his girl . . 


We needn't go any further. These 
are just a few typical roadblocks set 
up by the fair sex. They all end up 
in the double date. Which is to say, 
double trouble. Nobody, but no¬ 
body gets to first base. 

If you've got a girl w'ho will never 
go out with you alone, and who is 
alw^ays trying to organise a small 
sized posse, just to go down to the 
local drug storeyou've got your¬ 
self a hatful of nothin’. 

Our advice in two wwds: ditch 
her. 

Oo the other hand, it isn’t always 
the W'oman w'ho is guilty in this 
respect. All too often the man digs 
his own grave. 

Listen, Eloise, I got a friend who 
has this wonderful speedboat, see, 
and he has this girlfriend and I 
thought that the four of us , . 
Sound familiar? 

How about: "1 got these tickets 
to the Harvest Ball, but we don’t 


know anybody there, so I thought 
I d ask Charley and his girl if they'd 
like to come along . . 

Heard all this before? You should 
have. That's you talking, you fool. 

And it shouldn't be necessary to 
remind you that the outcome of that 
little foray was strictly no dice. 
Nevertheless^ we will remind you 
because the double date is, as we 
said before, one of the W'orst and 
most common of social traps. 

To hi sure, there does come a 
rime when a double date is perfectly 
enjoyable, but this is only true when 
the relationship has become so solid 
that you can afford to turn your 
attention away from each other for 
a little while. 

And even then, you're asking for 
trouble because it may be that while 
you are chatting asvay with your 
best buddy's girl, he is playing foot- 

Co^ithiued OH next page 
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If one girl is good, would¬ 
n’t two girls be better? An¬ 
swer is o loud, long nyeti 


sie with your playmate. 

The double date really is some¬ 
thing to be avoided. Yet, to be real¬ 
istic about it, there are times when 
one must grin and bear it. At these 
times one has to make the best of 
things. We recommend the follow¬ 
ing technique. 

Your gal, Griselda, has you over 
a barrel. She's just about ready to 
see things your way and she has let 
you know it. But, just because she’s 
a woman, she wants to make you 
sweat a little. She insists on going 
'‘double” w'ith her roommate and 
another guy. If you give up now, 
you’ve lost all the headw'ay youVe 
gained so far. Yet, a false step on 
the double date could cost you your 
chances. 

What to do? Get next to the 
other guy fast. 

Now you can be darned sure that 
Grisekla and Eloise have beat you to 
the punch. Their signals are all 
worked out. One raised eyebrow 
means "let’s go some place else.” 
A coughing spell means "stick close 
to me, he's gaining ground.” A flut¬ 
tered handkerchief means "meet me 
in the lady's room in three minutes.” 

Thing to do is w'ork out your own 
signals. More important, work out 
your own battle plan. 

Be sure you fix it with the other 
Joe so that you get separated. It 
doesn’t really matter how you get 
separated — even if one of you has 
to fall off a cliff. The important 
thing is to get separated or get 
nowhere. 

And remember, if you do has'e to 
fall off a cliff, keep a tight hold 
on her hand. It’s no fun falling off 
a cliff alone, 9 9# 
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BUSTER'S LAST 


By AMchael Freniofii side of men, and disadvantageous to hell* 

W HILE IT IS TRUE that most men women, it is worth while noting that It makes things difficult for men 

are always on the prowl for as the ships and planes have not been at a time when high taxes and infla- 

many women as they can find, it is loaded down with Arab women tion are difficult enough. And it 

also true that if they find them, they lately, looking for a chance to be makes things equally tough on 

are sometimes in heap .trouble, free* women who are denied the pleasure 

Seeing as how this is a monoga* As we said at the outset, because of male company, 

mous society, that iSi, once a guy gets things are so restricted for the For these bask reasons, it is clear 

legally hitched to a woman he is American married male^ he has to that w'e sympathize with plural 

supposed to stick "with her and with do his boudoir roving while he is friendships. This is another w-ay of 

her alone—-most men do their light- still a bachelor* Or, if he chooses to saying that w'e think a guy is en- 

footing before marriage. do it while married, it has to be titled to have as many gals on the 



s this look like n Civil 
^itfer^ol meijtbced by hor- 

Ifi^ians? 


And who can blame them? It isn't 
as if American men enjoyed the 
rights of the Arabs. The lucky Mos¬ 
lems can simply declare, "1 divorce 
you/* three times in the presence of 
witnesses. Then they go out and get 
another wife. 


done with stealth — and usually, in¬ 
creased cost. 

If a guy is a bachelor, nobody 
really cares how many dames go m 
and out of his apartment or at what 
rate of frequency. But if the guy is 
niarried, he has to buy secrecy in 


string as he can handle. 

The trouble with this is that it is 
sometimes a man's undoing* 

Nothing, but absolutely nothing 
makes a woman sorer than to dis¬ 
cover that her man is cheating on 
her with another woman of equal 


me 


% 








What's more, they are permitted the form of bribing doormen, rent- status, 
to have a fistful of wives, ]>roviding ing an extra apartment, using as- Notice, we said "equal status.” If 

they can support them. sumed names, etc. This is boring, the status is not equal, women are 


If ail of this seems loaded on the deceitful., expensive and unfair as 


Continued on next page 
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X > X ^ ^ ^ ^ 


By Foster Step hi 



T hb title 4>r this article is aau- 
ally a misnomer. We started out 
to write, "There's No Place Like 
Home/' 

But the more we thought about 
it, the more we realized that part 
of what makes home so good, is 
foam, beer foam, rubber foam, tele¬ 
foam. 

But to get back to the subject, 
there is no place like home, after all 
— especially if it's her home. 

If your girl has a home full of 
t brothers, parents, cocker spaniels 
and neighbors who wander in and 
out without knocking — forget this. 
That isn’t a home, it is a. resort 
|Hp* hotel and it is something to stay 
away from. 

On the other hand, your apart¬ 
ment, though it may be home to you, 

. though it may be quiet comfortable, 
1^ perfectly equipped for all your 
HI needs — this could be the worst 
KjHfplact you can take her to. 

W Tliere are advantages and disad¬ 
vantages to either place, her home 
^ or yours. But one thing is absolutely 
y cltar — any home is better than a 
^ ptihlic place, 

r ^ Except for watching a bail game, 
’And if you think weTe talking about 
w'atching a ball game, you've bought 
the wTong magazine. 

J Let's take her home first because 
^ it is [he most advisable and because 
i/ it is easier to get yourself into her 

1iiiii|i„ than it is to persuade her to 
enter yours. 

Let's assume that she lives alone 
or that she has a room mate. Let's 
also assumarthat the room mate al- 
' lowed /jcrse^ to be persuaded, so 
^k^^he isn't goin^ to give you any trou- 
/ -^le. At least, no^ until the wee small 
' hours. \ 

Now% the main a^lvantage to go¬ 
ing to her home K. that she 

- the piMdHMyHHHHHHHI 


Se ^ e€^ 


9^HH|hing you^^ got CO do is to 
HB^H^'hat i.v ^}'ou've got; to arc 
peneoly ctmiftfftable, acc, in"^ct, 
as if you owriea Ahe joint. (With¬ 
out being boorish, course.) 

Continued o U^xt pape 
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Oh, sure, foam is fun but 
a substitute for a gal 
lucky enough to be genuine. 
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rf you feel like putting your feet 
up, do so. If you want an ash tray, 
look around and get it yourself* 
Help yourself to more ice cubes, 
arrange the lights the way you like 
them. 

This will cause her self assurance 
to evaporate. She will stop thinking 
of her apartment as a fortress. 
You’ve got her on the run and 
you’ve got to keep her there until 
she falls. 


be back before long. That either 
makes you have to work too fast, 
or else it cuts your operating time 
to a minimum and cuts your relax¬ 
ing time too* 

For this reason, it might be wise 
to take her to your home — unless 
of course, you can be absolutely cer¬ 
tain tliat your buddy has her room 
mate trapped for the night. 

In your home she will naturally 
be on unfamiliar grounds so your 


you to a much slower pace, but then 
you’ve got lots of time* 

Lots of time — unless — you've 
got a roojumate too. But hell, that's 
what bolts are for. Lock the rascal 
out 

Getting back to the '"your home" 
technique, it is absolutely vital to 
assure her that she is not in dahger* 
A woman is exactly like a clam and 
she will snap shut at the first sign 
of alarm. 



“I’m a girl who likes plenty 
of cushions — though I 
don’t think I need them." 


If you've done your w’ork well, 
when she does fall, it will be much 
easier than you expected* There is a 
reason for this. She knows where 
everything is in the dark. She won’t 
stumble, isn’t afraid to fall over any¬ 
thing, Anything she might need is 
handy and just where she can lay 
her hands on it. Including, of course, 
you. 

The one trouble with all of this, 
of course, is her roommate* She’ll 


tactics have to be sharply reversed. 

Instead of blasting her reassur¬ 
ance, you’ll have to build it up. Get 
her to cake her shoes off ~ a tw'o- 
pronged device to gain her confi¬ 
dence and also make her more vul¬ 
nerable later on. Make sure that she 
is able to find the bathroom, the 
kitchen sink, whatever she needs, 
without having to be shy about ask- 
ing. 

True, all of this is going to force 


Don’t make her nervous. Don’t 
stalk her. Pounce, 

That’s right, pounce. But only 
when the moment is right. 

In the intervening time, let tlie 
psychological effects of your build¬ 
up do their deadly work* You have 
given her food and drink and com¬ 
fort Leave it at that 

Don’t keep edging in closer and 
closer. Don’t keep accidentally bnish- 
C&nfhw^d an mxl page 









grapher said he 
should cushion 
, . hmm, wonder/' 


ing or rubbing her. Don't give her 
cause for alarm. 

Do make her happy, content, 
amused, protected, diverted, relaxed, 
and disarmed. Don’t worry about 
stimulation, she's got all the stimula¬ 
tion she needs by just being there. 

Then, as we said before, when the 
time is ripe, pounce. We don’t, of 
course, mean that literally. If you 
do, you’ll scare the daylights out of 
her. And being as how it is your 
home, you know how thin the walls 
are, and how easily a scream can 
be heard in the next apartment. 

No, when we say pounce, we 
mean make a bold, firm and deci¬ 
sive move. Take the situation in 
hand, or as much of her as you can 
grasp at one time, and proceed del¬ 
iberately on your course. 

She'll probably protest at first, but 
that is absolutely standard and 
you'd have reason to worry if she 
didn’t. Her protests will become less 
and less shrill, however, as soon as 
she discovers that you know she 
doesn't mean it. 

From then on, your modus oper- 
andus is fairly easy. You begin a 
gradual glide path from the foam 
rubber couch to the foam rubber 
mattress on your bed. 

You may discover in the course 
of the proceedings that she has a 
little foam rubber of her own to 
contribute but we like to think, for 
your sake, that what you rub is real 
and that there is more of it than 
what she discards. 

All you have to remember is that 
when you open the front door in the 
morning, take in the newspaper, but 
leave your roommate asleep on the 
mac. Poor guy has probably had a 
hard night. 9 # 0 
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TONIGHT’S THE NIGHT ! 


The cuckney newly-weds had just retired to their first 
evening in beck After two and a half hours» the bride 
rolled over and said, " 'Ow about it, Alf?" 

Alf did not answer. Three hours later, she asked him 
again, ’Oo about it, Alf?" 

Again, Alf did not answer, I'he dawn broke through 
the nuptial window panes when the bride asked still a 
third time, "Come on, Alf, ’ow about it?" 

" 'Ow about what?" Alf asked, 

" ’Ow about going to sleep?" 

?{£ 1*! !5e 

A Broadw'ay producer wired a famous Hollywood 
actress inquiring about her availability and her expected 
salary for appearing in one of his forthcoming plays. 
She replied that she could take the part at S5,000 per 
week. 

The producer telegraphed back: "AGREK TO YOUR 
TERMS WITH PLEASURE, REPORT FIRST OF 
NEXT MONTH." 

She immediately dispatched a return wire; "FIVE 
FHOUSAND WE1:KLY FOR ACllNG. PLEASURE 
COMES EXTRA," 

After listening to the lush's troubles for an hour, the 
bartender said, "Look, see that stunning blonde at the 
front of the bar?" The customer nodded appreciatively, 
*That s my wife. And see that terrific redhead in the 
back booth? That's my mistress. And see that big new 
Lincoln out in front? That's my car, and they're al! 
overdue. Now will you shut up?" 



Cat/t you just say it u^as an 
overdose of pills or something? 



f*d bate been here sooner only 
f thought you were **kiddinJ* 


!!: s3e # 

The Hollywood starlet was exuberant over receiving 
a role in a forthcoming picture, 

"I W'as made for the part!" she crowed happily, 

"Shhhh," cautioned her friend, "you don't have to 
tell everybody," 

^ ijC )|C 

Women are very strange — they have to be coaxed 
for something they would normally beg for if they 
were not asked, 

ii( ^ 

Why is it that men praise wtjmen for their virtue 
and dislike them when they try to keep it? 

Hi 

Pat and Mike were walking down Beverly Blvd. when 
a particularly beautiful girl passed by. Pat took a second 
look. "See how she walks, how she carries herself? A 
girl doesn't learn such taste. She inherits it. That girl 
is a debutante fri>m a prominent family," 

Mike disagreed, "If you ask me she's a prostitute," 

Pat and Mike decided to follow her and placed a bet 
on her position in life. The bet was never won, of 
course. They were both right, 

jft ;'j Hi 

He: Have you got a riiom for my svife and me? 

Hotel Clerk: We've only got double rooms left, sir. 

He: Will that be all right, dearest? 

She: Yes, mister. 
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Two young gtrb were discussing the usual subject — 
boys. 

^‘1 am looking for a boy vvho does not drink, di>es not 
smoke, swear, or have any bad habits,commented the 
first lovely miss. 

"And when you find him," c|ueried the second, *'what 
in the hell are you going to do with him? 

>4^ ?ts 

For every man over eighty-five there are seven women 
— but by that time it’s too late. 


A very proper English type sat down in a west-side 
pub one e%ening but didn’t order. The bartender, an 
unusually friendly sort, asked him if he couldn't fix him 
a drink, on the house. 

"No, thanks,” said the Englishman. "Tried liquor 
once. Didn't like it.” 

The bartender then offered the Britisher a cigarette, 

He shook his head. "Tried tobacco once. Didn't like 
it.” 

Still trying to be friendly, the bartender asked the 
Englishman if he’d like to join a couple of friends 
seated at the bar, in a few hands of poker. 

"I don’t believe so," he said. "1 tried gambilng 
once. Didn't like it. As a matter of fact, I wouldn't be 
sitting in this place at all, but I promised my son I'd 
meet him here." 

"i see,” said the exasperated bartender, "Your only 
child, ] presume?" 



i from what you*v€ told me, l^d say he 
got the best of the bar gain J 


Another guy, this one a little more amiable to the 
pleasures of the flesh, came into another bar one eve¬ 
ning and ordered several expensive drinks. After about 
an hour, he asked the bartender what his tab came to. 

"That's a quarter altogether,” said the bartender. 
The customer was surprised but shrugged and put down 
two bits. Next evening at cocktail time, he W'Cnt into 
the same bar, drank a number of cocktails and was 
charged only twenty*five cents again. 

Happy to have stumbled onto a good thing, he paid 
a third visit the following evening. When the usual 
check for a quarter came, the patron could resist no 
longer, 

'Tm not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, but 
I'm -curious. How come my check is never more than 
rw'o bits, no matter how^ many drinks 1 have?" 

"It's my wife,” the bartender said. "She’s out with 
the boss, and what he's doing to her, I'm doing to his 
business," 

t|( >|t 

1 he answer to maiden's prayer is usually A-man. 

The sweet young thing accepted her beau’s invitation 
to visit his apartment, fully aware of what the conse¬ 
quences might be. When she arrived at his place, he 
wasn't quite ready to greet her, and the houseboy asked 
her to %vait in the den. 

The man's hobby w^as collecting instruments of tor¬ 
ture, and his den w^as loaded with pistols, swords, whips, 
cat-o'-nine-tails, daggers, bayonets and many miscellan¬ 
eous torture racks. The girl was in a cold sweat waiting 
for him and became more and more upset by the sur¬ 
roundings as the minutes ticked off. 

When her boyfriend finally put in an appearance, she 
screained hysterically, "What are you going to do to 
me,?" 

"Nothing much," he replied calmly* "I'm just going 
to make wild and passionate love to you," 

With a sigh of relief, she gasped, "Oh, thank good¬ 
ness !" 

^ l|£ 

The lovely young thing was furious when a young 
fellow who came upon her swimming in the nude re¬ 
fused to budge from his vantage point on the bank 
beside her clothes. 

At last, she swam downstream and found a large 
w'ashtub, half buried in the sand, which she brandished 
in front of her like a protective shield, and returned to 
retrieve her clothes. She found the guy, still sitting 
there placcfdly. 

"Do you know what I think?’' she demanded furi¬ 
ously, 

"Sure," he said, eyeing the washtub leeringly. "You 
think that thing’s got a bottom to it,” 
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T he TKOUBI.E with most things 
these days is that they are built 

to wear out. 

This is what the experts caH 
"'planned obsolescence/" and what it 
means is that you plunk out your 
good dough for something that glit¬ 
ters and the thing breaks clown be¬ 
fore you've got tired of it. 

This is the way Detroit sells cars. 
There is another gimmick they 
use to sell them: they deliberately 
hold back on improvements, filter¬ 
ing them out one at a time. Thus, 
each year, your model car is "old 
fashioned." 

They could darned well put tht>se 
improvements in ytair model but 
they don't want to* They want you 
to buy a new one* 

And then they hook you with a 
third gimmick: styling. They throw 
out all the expensive tools and dies 
chat they used to ]iunch out your 
model (at fantastic expense, by the 
way — a hidden cost w'hich is passed 


out waste. And also inefficient. 

The girl who breezes in from out 
of town may look different, she may 
look more glamorous, she may have 
something exotic and refre:ffiing 
about her — but it’s going to cost 
you a lot of money. 

What is more, you have little 
guarantee of success. You are in 
there pitching against the competi- 
tifjn of all the other bees swarming 
around this brand new honey pot, 
Man, that^s a waste of time. 

This also applies to the stylish 
numbers — the girls who are first 
with the new' hair styles, the short 
skirts or the long skirts, the sack 
dress, the white lipstick. Naturally, 
all of these things arouse male atten> 
tion. Naturally, these girls get it. 

But they get more than they can 
handle. YouTe a sucker if you add 
your scalp to their belts. After all, 
if youTe going to get scalped, you 
might at least enj<)y it. 

It is for this reason that we ad¬ 



on to you in the purchase price of 
your car) and they change the style. 

Your jalopy might be running as 
svveet as a sewing machine but every 
autumn it is worth several hundred 
bucks less—just because the style 
is changed. You’re "old fashioned." 

A lot of i>eople are getting wise 
to this apple scrapple and they are 
putting their dough in small Euro¬ 
pean cars. They are buying a model 
built to last — and what's more, 
they are buying something that 
vvon'c lose value because of unim¬ 
portant little style changes. 

Our advice.^ 

Stick to w'omen. 

Here too, there is a tendency on 
the part of American males to be 
sold a bill of goods. And it is a 
costly one. 

The new dame, the attracti%'e 
dame, the one who just breezed into 
town, the dame who was just hired 
at the office — this is the dame w'ho 
gets the rush. 

Waste, that's what it is. Out and 


vise in our most emphatic tones: 
Get Last Year's Model And Save. 

Needless to say, we don't mean 
that too literally. There is no such 
thing as this year's model woman or 
last year's model* Woman is etern¬ 
ally woman. 

But w'hat we do mean is to turn 
your attention to the good used 
models, the ones whose paint is 
still good, who still have clean lines 
and plenty of kick left in their trans¬ 
missions* 

These girls may not be the jazzy 
little numbers that have just come 
onto the market, but brother, they 
will give you a smoother, steadier 
and more satisfactory ride. 

There's nothing wrong with a 
good W'oman if she has a little mile¬ 
age on her. More often than not, 
she is just well-broken in. 

The French know this and so do 
most Europeans—which is why they 
marry young girls, taking them on 
for a long training period, as it w'ere. 
Their mistresses are inevitably ina- 






You can tell she’s the eco¬ 
nomical type because she 
always carries a lunch box. 


Finally, the best thing about an 
older model i$ that they don’t cost 
as much — neither for your original 
outlay or for upkeep, They thrive on 
low-octane gas, you don’t have to 
give them supercharged stuff. 

And if they get a little squeaky 
or sluggish now and then, why just 
pour on a little oil and go for 
another couple of thousand miles. 

Finally, once the newness has 
worn off on a girl, you get a steady 
trade-in value. She isn’t hard to un¬ 
load and you don’t take much of a 
depreciation loss. 

And even if you can't resist the 
shiny new models, always remember: 
an older model makes a fine second 


X 


litre, weJJ-worn, well-driven niod^s 
who turn ouc a dependable perform^ 
ance. 

The Amerkan tradition tg get a 
car or a woman with zero miles on 
the speedometer is therefore, not 
only a costly process, but very often 
is unsatisfactory as well. 

These shiny new' model girls have 
to have the bugs worked out of 
them. They need adjustingj tunings 
constant attention and if you treat 
them the least bit rough they go out 
of action. 

That isn’t true with the older 
models. You can give them hard 
wear and they'll be faithful, uncom¬ 
plaining and alw'ays easy to start in 
the morning or in cold weather. 















iris Always make Passes 


;4 Ufi^ cd Acn^ute cUd <fouft 4^U€ 
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By Jac€fi4es LaRoitde 

L ook at the acknowledged great 
lovers of history. Consider such 
lochanos as Don Juan, Valentino, 
Max Garfish, Romeo. All of them— 
with the possible exception of Ro¬ 
meo, who was yet a Jad^—had one 
thing in common besides a string of 
joLing, pretty and willing females. 
They all had mustaches. 

The mustache can l>e a great boon 
to any man's pursuit of woman, k 
marks its wearer as a man of breed¬ 
ing, of distincthni and as a man wdio 
thinks for himself. With a mustache 
it isn't even necessary to smoke 
Viceroys, or affect a tattoo on the 
back of one's hand, A mustache may 
conceal a thousand physical short¬ 
comings, from a weak upper lip to 
halitosis. 

Unfortunately, the mustache is 
not enjoying as much favor in the 
U,S. as it once did. Razor manu¬ 
facturers have made a big thing out 
of being clean-shaven. It has some¬ 
how became faintly disreputable 
among the organization set to wear 
any lip fur. But wdiat do razor man¬ 
ufacturers and organization men 
know about love? Nothing, that's 
w'hat* 

Take it from the women—as well 
as from the man who w^ears one— 
that a mustache has done more for 
sex than the invention of the con¬ 
vertible. It has raised the upper lip 
from merely a place on which to 
rest a beer bottle top to a position 
of importance in the male physique. 

Its effect upon women is uncanny, 
'I hey grow positively pensive when 
confronted by one; they can hardly 
resist the temptation to run their 
fingers (and other things) through 
it, even in public. 

Probably the classic case of a mus¬ 
tache's influence on a man's sex life 


is that of the above-mentioned Max 
Garfish. Max, a squat, dumpy fel¬ 
low of 59 summers (and God knows 
how many winters), was w'hat is 
known as a lousy lover. As an indi¬ 
cation of his complete lack of bed¬ 
room prowess, it should be ex¬ 
plained that Max even failed to 
score once after he had plunked 
dow ti tw'enty clams in a house of ill- 
repute. It got to the point wdiere, in 
Max's neighborhood on the north 
end of the Brox, the local gentry 
had begun referring to their sexual 
frustrations as "garfishes,*' lower¬ 
case and all* 

"How did you make out w'ith that 
w'aitress last night?** a North Dronx- 
ite would ask his friend. 

"Aw," said the other disgustedly, 
"I had a garfish," The effect of all 
this upon Max need hardly be des¬ 
cribed. He became edgy. He lost 
weight. He grew pale, 

I'hen one afternoon at the pool 
hall, a friend came to Max %vith 
some wonderful advice. "Max,** 
said his friend, "you should grow a 
mustache,*' 

"Whudda ] wanna mustache 
for?*’ Max asked. 

"Well," his friend explained, "it 
might take people's minds off the 
rest of you," 

Max considered his friend's ad¬ 
vice, At length he decided it was 
good advice, and he began to grow 
a mustache. It didn't take long, and 
within a w'eek Max felt confident 
enough to leave his two-room apart¬ 
ment and face the world. He had 
chosen a fine, full-growing bristle 
that made him look (if you used 
your imagination) like a British 
captain of lancers. 

The first person Max met was 
his landlady, a crotchety old bag 
CoHtimiecl on next page 
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with a voice like shattering crystal. 
'Ms that you, Max Garfish?” she 
demanded as he came down the 
stairs. "Whenna you gonna cough 
up the rest of that rent—” And then 
she saw^ his lip-piece. 

'AVell, 1 thought may bee ...” 
Max began. 

”No, no,” said the landlady, 
transfixed by the mustache. "Don't 
give it another thought. Next w'eek, 
next month—who cares?” 

Max was astounded. He walked 
out on the sidewalk with renewed 
vigor in his step. He met Mrs. 
Adams from next door, a comely 
widows lady with three kids and a 
handsome inheritance. She had 
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never been particularly cordial to 
Max before, but today she said: 

"Max Garfish, is it you?” 

"Mrs. Adams, it's me,” Max said, 
joyous. 

"Lissen, Max,” she continued, ‘ 
staring at his mustache, "1 got some 
blintzes on the stove upstairs. How 
about you join me in some with 
maybe sour cream and jelly?” 

Max said he’d Iqve to. They wei|t 
up to Mrs. Adams’s apartment; the 
kids were all aw'ay at summer camp, 
s^fchey wefe alone. Mrs. Adams 
brought out the blintzes andt they 
gorged themselves on them, dfown- 
ed in sour cream and jelly. 

Afterward, Mrs. Adams said, 
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“You know the kiddies are away to 
suminer camp in the Catskills?" 

“Yes/' said Max. “1 know that." 

Mrs* Adams looked hard at Max's 
upper lip, “Tell me something. Max, 
darling/' she said, “Can 1 maybe 
touch it?" 

"Touch it?" Max said, “Touch 
what?" 

Mrs. Adams laughed bubblingly, 
"Touch what, he asks. Why the 
mustacbej of course," 

Max had almost forgotten, “Of 
course/' he said. "Please do," He 
leaned forward, and she put a hes¬ 
itant finger against the bristle. “Oh, 
go ahead,'* he said. *'Give it a good 
feel,'* 

Mrs, Adams put both hands 
against it. “It's hea%'enly," she exult¬ 
ed. “Just simply out of this world.*' 

And with that she took Max ,by 
the ears and gave him a big, long¬ 
ing kiss. Her ample breasts came 
against him like large, soft pillows. 
Max's arms went around her. He 
could feel the softness of her skin, 
and where it w^as compressed by 
the straps of her brasierre. She was 
well muscled. Max noted, and not 
at alt fat where it mattered. He 
felt her legs against his. Then one 
of them slipped between his and re¬ 
mained there tensely, 

“Max,** said Mrs, Adams when 
she pulled her face away from his, 
“did 1 tell you the kiddies are aw^ay 
at summer camp?" 

“You told me/* Max said simply, 
"Pm glad,** 

“Me too,*' she said, taking his 
hand. She led him into the bedroom, 
her eyes locked in fascination upon 
his mustache. To her, Max had be¬ 
come a vertible Adonis, The bandy 
legs, the receding hairline, the hol¬ 
low' chest—these were nothing! The 
mustache—everything! 

Max spent the night with Mrs, 
Adams, In fact, he spent quite a few 
nights with her. When school be¬ 
gan, and the kiddies returned from 
camp. Max moved in for good. And 
Mrs. Adams became Mrs. Garfish, 
It was a touching ceremony. 





Adjustable Binoculars 

For bird*wafchefs, opera-goers, boseboll 
forvs and lighthouse keepers, these luminous 
little binocs ore o must, Don t be surprised 
if you sight a double-breasted switch toil 
in the next oportment and discover thot 
she's got her binoculors trained on you. 
Bird-watchers of the world, unite! . $7,94 


Lever-acHon Cork Screw 

While no substitute for the real thing, 
this will enable you to convince her that 
you're on old hand of maneuvering In tight 
places, Chrome-ploted for lasting raizie 
dazzle ond bottie opener top in case she's 
the root beer type. So simple a child can 
operate it, on alcoholic child, that is $2.44 


Three-^piece Barmaster Set 

Run your own saloon with this chrome- 
plated toot kit. Be your own martini 
mechonic and save the price of a house ond 
lot, She'IJ think you're ingenious, provident 
and irresistible — especiolly if you use the 
jigger for on egg cup when you moke her 
breakfast next morning , , . . $2.94 



Home Vibrator 


Roulette Wheel Cigorette Lighter 


Four-Diece Glamour Set 


For the girl who has everything -—■ but 
refuses to part with it. Instead of giving her 
that corny back-rub routine, give her o 
treatment with your Home Vibrator and 
watch her come oport at the seams. This 
can change your way of life but scarcely af¬ 
fects your electric bill ♦ * . , $B,94 


Designed for people who break the bank 
at Las Vegas and want to light their cigors 
with lOO'dollar bills. Also, on unexcelled 
diversionary gadget when she has said "no " 
for the tenth time and you want to dls- 
troci her attention before making the 
eleventh, and touchdown pass , , $2.94 


Diamonds are a girl's best friend but give 
her these ond a little sweet talk and she ll 
toke rhinestones. AAoke her feel special and 
she'll let you put them on. More important 
—' and much more fun —* she'l! let you 
take them off. Neckloce and bracelet will 
fit ony girl short of lady wrestler * $7*94 


Transcoast Enterprises, Box 308, Hollywood 28, California 




-Address_ 


-City- 


-State. 


^djustobli Binoculars 


— SEND CASH, CHECK OR MONEY ORDER — 

-_Lever-o<rron Cork Screw ———Three-piece Barmaster Set 


Home Vibrator 


.Roulette Wheel Cigarette Lighter 


Jour-piece Glamour Set 














A remarkable high fidelity recording of the sounds and rhythms of erotic- 
love. Here is a record that is not interpretive, not a sophisticated facsimile. You hear the 
uninhibited candor of erotic love, the sounds so aptly described by Ovid when he wrote, 
. . . then will follow gentle nieanings mingled with murmuring^ of love, soft groans and 
sighs and whispered n ords that sting and lash desire.*’ The beauty Ovid saw in the act of 
love, the supreme gift of human creation, has been captured in this intimate recording. 
You witness an eternity of human experience, the cries and moans of delight and despair, 
pain and pleasure, anxiety and exultation, torment and ecstasy, excitement and calm, com¬ 
pressed into an epic of erotic love. 


Here, truly, is a record about ivhich all lovers, husbands and wives can 
surely say. "Darling, they're playing our song!says Adam Magazine. "A record of great 
social and intellectual significance ... to be highly recommended as a fine tribute to our 
greatest gift, that of creation,” says Reverend Lawrence E. White, DD. ”A must for every 
serious collector,” says Air. S. Edwin Markham, "Will help some people understand why 


sex is as important as eating and sleeping,* 

Erotica, T he Rhythms Of Love, is 
a limited edition recording. It is a true coilector's item 
and, while they last, you can purchase the compiete 
album for only S6.95, postage paid, with a ten day 
money-back guarantee. But hurry, the supply is 
limited and this may be your only chance to own 
w'hat is, without question, the most unique recording 
of all time. 

Erotica, The Rhythms Of Love, FAX recording 
FAXLP-1001, 12^', 33rpm, high fidelity album (also 
available in stereo or monaural tape, SI0,95). 


says one of the leading psychiatrists. 



to 

o^ 


SWEET WILLIAM CO., Dept. L, 6715 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 

Enclosed is $_for_albums of EROTICA, The Rhythms Of Love, for 

immediate rush delivery at $6.95 each. ($10.95 for tape.) If I am not satisfied, I can return the 
album within 10 days for full refund. (Please, adults only.) 


Name. 


-Age- 


Address. 
City_ 


—Zone. 


-State. 


SORRY, NO C.O.D.'s (California residents please add 4% sales tax) 















Enjoy another classic from the Yootha Archive 

YOOthCI Discover more amazing collections in our eBay shop 

QrChiV0 http://stores.ebay.co.uk/Yootha-Archive-of-Vintage-and-Retro 

or at www.yootha.com 


